CHAPTER           SIX
of his imagination, the secret twilights, high in the
clouds, with which he might enwrap his lovers 1 Into
those uplifted chambers he could pour moonbeams
untarnished by any earthly contact, in those soaring
spaces he could stage a dance more dizzy than any
which ever whirled over the flat surface of the earth.
And if I go on like this, I shall come perilously
near to those Anglican bishops about whom we
were so bitter in a preceding chapter. Let me there-
fore recall some of my happier moments in the tall
buildings of New York, beginning with a picture of
three people facing a problem of deep significance
to the people of America.